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In this, the first issue 
of "Maine Running ", we will 
examine the biggest and the 
best.
Deke Talbot will take us 
though the Rowdy Ultra, 50 
miles in small circles. The 
news of this race might be a 
little dated but the Machias 
barrister’s style is so fresh 
you’ll swear your soles are 
blistered too.
Doug Irons interviews our 
states leading road racer,
Bruce Preme. Doug has taken 
a job in up-state New York so 
this may be the last article 
he’ll be able to write for us.
We also^have the latest 
race results, the high school 
indoor track scene, and the 
March calendar.
"Maine Running" welcomes 
articles from anyone who wishes 
to submit them. Send your 
letters and let us know what 
you think of the new magazine. 
Any suggestions would be most 
welcome.
Maine Running, 25 Hammond St. 
Bangor, Maine 04401 
942-5627
Editor: Bob Booker
High School News: Patricia 
Earnest 
Rt.l, Box 141 
Morrill, Me 
04952
Maine Running is published 
monthly in Bangor as a func-
tion of RPM (Running Programs 
of Maine).
C®1 ® a dl a. r
Maine’s most comprehensive 
schedule of coming events 
for runners
A C©ag
Deke Talbot’s account of 
Maine's longest road race
Had©©!’ Trnek
A brief review of the high 
school indoor track season 
with state meet results
Bruce Freme talks about 
himself and running
At Tfe® A®©®
What happened at the races 
since January
MA. 2« wy
The first in a series of 
surveys to help upgrade 
running programs in Maine
Tfe® Back
How the rest of us faired 
at the races
Chafe hf®ws
Notes from Ziggy and Fast 
Fred. Be sure to send 
your club news for the 
April issue.
1
15
16
22
The Marathon by Phidippides, 11s00 a.m. at the 
Holiday Health and Raquet Club on the Odlin Rd 
in Bangor. $5.00 entry fee. Contacts Robert 
Booker, 25 Hammond St. Bangor, Me. 04401
Roland Dyer Memorial 10,000 Meter, 1 p.m. at 
the Riverside Industrial Park inPortland 
Contact Ziggy for further details.
St. Patricks Road Run, Waterville 10K & 2 mi.
11:00 a.m. at Thomas College. Sponsored by Bud/ 
Natural Light. T-shirts, Prizes, Individual and 
Team Competition. Contacts Fred Judkins, 35 
Boutelle Rd., Waterville, Me. 04901
Shamrock Special b Mile, Saco. Contacts Brian 
Gillespie, 3 Grace St., Portland for more details.
3rd Annual Mud Fest, 10s00 am, at the Boothbay 
YMCA. 6.2 & 2.8 mile runs. Scenic & Hilly.
$2.00 registration. $5.00 for T-shirt - must 
register by March 14 for this. Changing facilities 
& showers available. Refreshments. Pool open 
after race. Contacts Ban Rankin 633-4436 or 
YMCA at 633-2855• This is a low-key run with 
ribbons awarded to division winners.
These are the only races I know of for the month 
of March at this time. For further race dates 
check with me in Bangor at 942-3627 or with Ziggy 
in Portland.
MARCH
CALENDAR
“You’re Gonna Have A Long Day Charles”
The Story Of The Rowdy Ultra
By DEKE TALBOT ®What motivates us to run?
I know that my personal answer to that 
perennial question has changed over the 
past two years. In Law School, I needed 
to purge myself of the building tensions 
of exam periods, and the only proper 
catharsis was the eyeballs-out race.
After the supreme effort, whether in a 
race or in an exam, there would be time 
for the paralytic, vegetative stupor, and 
then a slow healing period before the 
next crisis. On such a schedule, I was 
able to run times which I now envy and 
which belong in my personal history-book.
I cannot say that the ravages of time 
are responsible for dulling and smoothing 
my edges. I would rather say that I am 
now influenced more by the practice of 
law, rather than its study; and the legal 
practitioner is less rewarded by manic 
surges, more penalized by depressive 
valleys, than his counterpart in law 
school. Consistency is the key. I am 
far less inclined to peak for races, and 
although I will try to run hard once I 
am there, I am more interested in properly 
purging myself for an after-race party 
than I am in setting a personal record.
My training base may be modest, but the 
competitive spark is still there. I 
still want to explore my limits, within 
the limitations imposed by not making 
running an all-consuming passion. I had 
already run the several distances up to 
and including the marathon, sometimes in 
very good condition, and although there 
is much still left for me to explore in 
those areas, I know I won’t find much on 
a diet of fifty slow miles a week. The 
only avenue still open, in such condi-
tions, is the experience of the entirely 
new race.
I actually ran my first ultramarathon be-
fore I ran my first marathon. In the 
spring of 1973, only two weeks before I 
was to run at Boston, I pushed myself 
the 28^ miles from Calais to Eastport, 
Maine, purportedly breaking the three-
1979
hour marathon en route. Somewhere 
along Route #1 in that stretch are 
the remains of a great race that 
I should have, and didn’t, run at 
Boston that year. I ran the same 
course again in 1978 and this spring 
ran the course plus 2^ miles through 
the streets of Eastport to complete 
50 kilometers. I theory, I could 
call myself a seasoned ultramarathoner. 
In practice, I knew better. These 
Calais-to-Eastport runs were similar 
to a marathon, and demanded only a 
slightly more conservative pace. A 
runner with marathon experience could 
easily finish a 50-kilometer without 
walking, as indeed I was able to do.
But what lay beyond? I could only 
fill the blank spaces with the images 
of dragons and sea monsters, which 
were readily supplied by the iron-man 
and -woman adventurers who seemed to 
conspire to heighten our fears. After 
all, why should The Elect encourage 
us to join them and to invade their 
island of privilege?
Damn it, I am going to crash their 
party. Someday I will run a 50-miler.
A nice round number. 50 miles. Not 
kilometers, which really don’t do any-
thing for me, or to me. Someday ...
Through the early fall I plugged away 
with my modest training, trying to 
increase it in preparation for the 
Casco Bay Marathon, but hampered by 
my unspecific ills, I was not being 
very successful. Then in late Sep-
tember appeared a modest looking 
entry form for the "Rowdy Ultra, a 
50-mile race." Popeye strode along 
the top of the form, popping open an 
unlabeled can while on the run. On 
November 11, there would be a race 
covering 12^ loops of a four-mile lap 
on the roads of Brunswick. With the 
form was a torn-off piece of paper 
with the scribbled note:
"See you there.
(unintelligible) Noyes."
My curiosity was piqued. I didn’t 
mind the presumptuousness of the 
note; it sounded as if the race 
organizers relied upon me to come. 
Also, here was a race far more merci-
ful than the marathon, which will 
tear the body up all morning and 
then spit your carcass out on the 
floor for people and dogs to step 
on, over and around all afternoon.
The 50-miler promised to be an all- 
day affair; when the race would be 
over, so would the day; when the 
only things I could do would be to 
eat dinner and go to sleep, the 
rest of the world would be doing 
the same.
Would it be tedious to do nothing but 
run for seven hours? I trusted the 
instinct that anyone able to plug 
away for such a length of time would 
compensate for it by being resource-
ful, entertaining and colorful. I 
knew without asking that one such 
self-actualizing spirit would be 
running.
Phil Soule does not play sports; he 
devours them. Into his omnivorous 
gullet go episodes of football, 
wrestling, racquetball, canoeing, 
and running like a series of hors 
d’oeuvres; and each sport in turn 
is spiced with his powerful diges-
tive juices. Each, in its turn, is 
turned out of one of Phil’s stomachs 
for reworking. Now Phil was chewing 
the running cud, and his childlike 
enthusiasm, as always, would infect 
us all. Knowing Phil would be there,
I sent in my entry form and waited to 
see who else would show un.
On Saturday night, November 10, at the 
pre-race dinner, I met some of the 
other actors in the unfolding drama. 
Chief among them was Lawson "Nolo 
Contendere” Noyes, considered by 
many as the race favorite and the 
Great Maine Hope. Lawson bore a 
striking resemblance to John Noyes, a
seasoned Maine marathoner last seen in 
a Bermuda pub in January of 1979.
There were whispered rumors theorizing 
that John Noyes had simply become a 
little too seasoned in the pub that 
evening, had suffered total amnesia, 
and had later constructed an identity 
for himself as Lawson Noyes, a rowdy, 
factory-town British lad with a fancy 
for racing to the death on the cross-
country course before going with his 
rivals to celebrate over a few pints. 
Lawson, if he knew where he came from, 
wasn’t saying. Neither was he per-
forming to his supposed character; he 
drank his beer slowly, was relatively 
quiet, and was obviously conserving 
his energy.
Rock E. Green, the only other dinner 
attendant acknowledged to have the 
talent to win the thing, was, unlike 
Lawson, a virgin at the distance.
Rock, with scarcely over a year’s 
racing experience, was a consistent 
2:40 marathoner, but had never raced 
a longer distance. Thus, Rock was 
the beneficiary of the bulk of 
Phil Soule’s abuse. Phil, as the self 
appointed member of The Elect to lead 
us through our manhood training, 
decided to call Rock ”10-K" and 
"D.N.F." until he could complete the 
rites of passage. Consciously or not, 
Phil was using a universal device of 
initiation: pick out the strongest
pledge, and ride him the hardest.
Call him a puppy, a worm, a grease- 
spot, a mote of dust. The other 
pledges will know that this applies 
to them as well.
Phil gave Rock the warning intended 
for us all: "You’re going to go out 
the first 35 miles thinking it’s 
gonna be a cakewalk. Then the old 
Bear is going to latch onto you for 
a ride, and you’re gonna have a LONG 
DAY, CHARLES."
At this point, The Elect decided to 
give us some incentive by giving us
a glimpse of the glories awaiting those 
who pass the barrier. Lawson, Phil and 
Bill Gayton told us of The Lake.
The Lake was, and is, Lake Waramaug, 
Connecticut, the site of the finest 
ultramarathon on the East Coast. They 
spoke in reverent tones of both the 
quality and humanity of the race, where 
they could see the gods running, and 
the gods would even talk to them. The 
aura of godliness sometimes caused 
mistakes, to be sure; one unknown 
black man probably still shakes his 
head in puzzlement over the fact that 
Phil and Bill had approached him with 
respect and deference and begged for his 
autograph; they had mistaken him for 
Ted Corbitt. Most of the time, however, 
the hero was whom they thought it was. 
Allan Kirik, en route to shattering 
the American 50-mile record, slowed off 
his 6-minute-mile clip to lend them 
encouragement. There was a bit of 
advice in that spisode as well: No 
matter how good you are, take a break. 
TAKE A BREAK, OR THE RACE WILL BREAK YOU.
I liked the way the veterans were pre-* 
paring for the race. A few glasses of 
beer, to reduce tension and induce sleep. 
They warned us not to go to bed too 
early, lest we start thinking and end 
up tossing all night. They stayed up 
and went over a few items of race 
organization. Neither Lawson nor my 
host, Sam Butcher, were afraid that 
their race-director duties would hurt 
their performances. Rather, these 
duties gave them a relaxing diversion 
from the matter at hand. Before going 
to bed, Sam phoned and checked with 
the water-stop attendants, then assigned 
any remaining worries to his wife and 
went to bed. Round off the sharp edges. 
Unwind the spring. Reduce the friction.
How can I expect to do anything tomor-
row...or am I expecting anything? In 
four of the past six weeks. I haven’t 
done as much running as I am supposed 
to tomorrow...what am I doing here?
Why am I chuckling about the fix I 
am in?
RACE DAY
I awoke at 6:15 and looked out the 
window. Showers were predicted, 
but they were holding off, They 
can hold off as long as they want;
I have no need of a cold rain in a 
50-mile race, when I cannot move 
fast enough to generate much heat. 
Still, what did I know about the 
influence of weather in such a race?
I once basked in the 80-degree sun-
shine at the starting line at Boston 
in 1973 and thought it ideal.
When we drove to the race loop, only 
three miles from the Bowdoin campus,
I realized with a start that I had 
never seen, much less run, this 
particular road, despite having run 
thousands of miles in my years at 
Bowdoin. During my undergraduate 
years I had, for reasons now meaning-
less, stuck to a small number of 
courses, for which I knew the mileage 
and could compare times. That was 
almost as bad as interval training, 
pressing, peaking, watching the clock, 
fighting the big second hand as it 
timelessly, mindlessly, pitilessly 
swept on...
Today’s race would not stir up any of 
those old goblins. There was no 
guarantee, however, that it would not 
create some new ones.
We left our clothes and our cars in 
a long line near the ultimate finish.
Then we boarded some vans and drove 
halfway around the four-mile loop to 
the starting line. As we drove along, 
the runners were given final survival 
instructions. Two coke-and-water 
stops; one near the starting line, 
one near the finish line. This would 
give us a refreshment table every 
two miles as we made our circuits 
of the course. One of the roads we 
would run on in each loop, for about 
a half mile, might have some traffic. 
Only one dog to cause any potential 
trouble, but he should be chained.
At the starting line we debarked and 
made quick last-minute trips to the 
woods. Nobody tried running around 
to loosen up. Neither were there 
any contortionists. A little jig-
gling about and a few knee touches, 
and at 7:35 A.M. we were off.
The 27 starters formed a ragged line. 
Nobody was pacing at the start; 
everyone simply went out at whatever 
speed was necessary to get warmed up. 
There is no point in finding a pacing 
partner at this state. People called 
back and forth, but not with the 
object of pairing off to face the 
race ahead. There was no point in 
taking the trouble to marry oneself 
to somebody else’s pace, and then 
later discover the differences to 
be irreconcilable at a point in the 
race when all other potential part-
ners are thinly scattered around the 
course. I figured that by 15 or 20 
miles I would be mature enough to 
make a commitment. For the first 
loop, I simply observed the course. 
Watch out for the dungpile plopped 
into the road only a half-mile after 
the start; some horse really enjoyed 
that one. A modest hill, and the 
road bears left into a wooded area. 
After another mile, the woods open 
into a field, and I see the long 
line of cars marking the finish ,
area. I can imagine how beautiful 
that line of cars will look twelve 
laps later. There are some cryptic 
markings in the road near the finish 
area; F, 30-8, 10-3, M-7. Then 
some pine woods, more left turns, 
a duck pond (say Hello to the ducks 
and one will quack back), bear 
left again, a barking German 
Shepherd ( he is chained), downhill 
to a stream, then uphill; two more 
of the markings (40-10, 20-5), and 
then the water stop marking the 
point of the beginning.
In the early stages I ran with a 
group of three runners who had 
finished Caso Bay Marathon in about 
2:55. Despite my reluctance to lock 
myself into a pace, I considered the
possibility that I had found some com-
patible pacing partners; Messieurs 
Right, as it were. But slowly the warn-
ing seeped into my brain: This thing 
is not a marathon. MAKE COMPARISON AT 
YOUR OWN RISK.
Six miles into the race I feel twinges 
in my left toes. Damn Tailwinds. In-
explicably, the toes in my left foot 
try to grab the road when I wear these 
shoes, and they ache after a long work-
out. With 44 miles to go, every twinge 
assumes colossal significance. Obviously, 
when I next pass my car at 10 miles, I 
will have to make a change. I hope I 
can find my ancient, battleworn pair of 
Nike Stings. They may have tissue-paper 
soles, but the damn things are comfortable
Lawson Noyes is still visible in the dis-
tance. Despite my nearsightedness, there 
can be no mistaken identify. Lawson is 
wearing a black T-shirt, cut-off fishnet 
underwear extending partway down his 
thighs, and flaming lime-green reflectors 
on his New Balance 620’s. He is confirm-
ing the public image of what a 50-mile 
runner must look like. Yet there was 
function in every item of his clothing, 
and he embodied our search for a purpose-
ful attack upon the absurd.
In the absurd environment, it paid for me 
to use consistent logic to travel from the 
absurd premise to the absurd conclusion. 
With such reasoning I was able to break 
the number code painted on the roads.
10-3 marked the 10-mile point on the 
third lap of the course, 20-5 was the 
20-mile point on the fifth lap, and so 
forth. But what was M-7? A State High-
way Commission landmark? or an Army 
rifle?
The line of cars came into view again, 
and I stopped at my car to change shoes.
I pawed through my clothes. Where are 
my Stings? I was in such a fog before 
the race started that I didn’t organize 
anything. Frustrated, I grabbed my LDV’s 
and laced them on. They felt cold and 
hard. As I started up again, I looked 
for company. Lawson was long gone.
Sam Butcher came by, and I joined him.
I know I will need goals and landmarks 
later in the race to carry me on.
There would be the marathon coming up 
(Hey! That’s what M-7 means; the 
marathon point on the seventh lap.
I give out a little yelp of triumph).
I could also look forward to my 
personal distance record just after 
31 miles. But I had, with a stroke 
of genius, picked out a goal before 
reaching even the marathon; 22 miles.
In no other race did that mean any-
thing, and it wouldn’t even in future 
50-milers, but for now I needed it.
22 miles was the point at which 
Rich Benyo, writing of another 50- 
mile race for Runner’s World, had 
dropped out. Hell, I can do better 
than that. The thought helps carry 
me through the next three laps.
22 miles. I am still running with 
Sam. I have decided to take short 
walking breaks at the water stops.
This gives me something to look 
forward to besides the widely-scattered 
landmark distances. Sam doesn’t do 
any walking, but he does stop and 
talk to the water crews before run-
ning up and catching me. Rock Green 
has just come up to join us. Rock 
admits that he had spent the first 
two or three laps just trying to 
wake up. Now he looks very much 
awake, and probably pleased with 
himself for his intelligent early 
pacing. We try to keep up with 
him for about a mile, but I have 
to turn to Sam and say that it looks 
like he is taking us for a ride.
Rock disappears with his effient, 
compact 7:30-per-mile stride. Maybe 
it won’t be such a long day for him, 
after all.
I am feeling some tightness in my 
calves and kinks in my hip joint, 
but I find that an exaggerated 
race-walk at the water stops helps 
to stretch them out. When Sam 
finishes talking to the water 
crews and runs toward me, I find 
myself walking even harder to keep 
ahead as long as I can. Anything 
to extend the breaks. A University 
of Maine student joins us on the lap
leading to the marathon. He has 
never raced over 20 miles and thus 
has one likely consolation, even 
if he cannot finish; he will run 
his first marathon. As we approach 
M-7, he moves ahead.
Sam and I pass the marathon in about 
3:34. Many of the racers are tread-
ing new ground, but I still have to 
wait another five miles until I am 
over 50 kilometers. But Sam and I 
get an unexpected treat. Just after 
the marathon point we see Joan Benoit 
striding toward us in the midst of 
a workout, and she turns to join us 
for the next lap. We couldn’t help 
but turn in our fastest lap of the 
day. Casually, she mentioned that 
she was going up to Auburn for a 
15-kilometer race scheduled for 1:00 
in the afternoon, and did Sam know 
the directions? It was now approach-
ing 11:30 A.M., and she was in the 
midst of a 10 mile workout. Such is 
the life of a world-class distance 
runner.
At the end of the lap, Joan veers off 
and heads back to campus. I am in 
the midst of one of my racewalk breaks 
when the 30-8 marker passes underfoot. 
Sam quickly catches up to me, and now 
I can look forward to my personal dis-
tance record, only a mile away. The 
cramps seating themselves in my thighs 
won’t prevent me. But I know that a 
distance record is not good enough for 
me today. Becoming a member of The 
Elect would be good enough. Earning 
a Popeye shirt would be both neces-
sary and sufficient as my reason for 
being here. I had to finish.
Sam mentions that our field must be 
well-matched. At the 32-mile point, 
after eight laps, we haven’t noticed 
ourselves lapping anyone or being 
lapped ourselves. At that point, we 
would have lapped anyone moving a 
minute per mile slower than we were, 
and been lapped by anyone a minute 
per mile faster. We understand this 
intuitively, but any mathematical 
figuring is a hopeless task. I am 
sure that our logical left sides of
our brains abandoned us when they 
discovered we were serious about 
running this thing. I am amused 
by Sam, the Bowdoin Chemistry 
professor, in his befuddled attempts 
to figure our mile splits by dividing 
by 32 in his head. Still, I admire 
him for trying. I’d have my hands 
full trying to divide by 10 right 
now.
After establishing my distance record 
I feel a letdown. There won’t be any 
solid landmarks for awhile, and I 
don’t dare start counting down the 
miles to the finish. I notice that 
the big dungpile on the far corner 
of the course has been mashed by 
something, a tire or a foot. I just 
hope it wan’t me.
I am finding it harder to stay with 
Sam. We both walk some at the water 
stops now, and I’m not racewalking 
any more. Sam always is the one to 
start us running again. He starts 
talking about counting down toward 
the finish. No, Sam, I can’t even 
think about finishing until mile 40.
My calves are knotting up. There 
is a sharp kink on the tops of my 
quads. With each breath, I give 
out a low moan. I can’t tell if 
Sam stays with me simply because of 
pity, or because I am making him 
feel so good in comparison.
At mile 36, as we reach the water stop 
at the end of the ninth lap, I summon 
the strength to comment on the day’s 
activities.
” AAAAAUURRRRGGGHH ”
I feel refreshed. Somehow the scream 
pulls some oxygen deep into my sludge- 
filled guts, and turns out some of the 
gremlins who have been having a party 
down there. Somehow, I find an extra 
spark that will help me hang up with 
Sam a little longer.
Immediately after mile 36 Sam and I 
come upon Nancy Dorr, the only woman 
in the race. She picks up and runs
with us, and is able to keep up easily, 
despite being a lap back. Two miles 
later, we hear footsteps behind us, and 
up comes Lawson Noyes to lap us. He 
starts to move ahead, grunting, ”No.. 
more., ultras..,” but we soon find that 
he is not disappearing, and that we are 
able to keep pace with him. Obviously, 
Nancy and we and Lawson have been run-
ning widely varying paces before now, 
but now we are all reduced to a common 
denominator; heaving, slack-jawed wrecks 
trying to hold the pieces together until 
we reach the point in our individual 
races when we can begin a finishing drive.
Mile 40. I am relieved; I will finish, 
but not with Sam. He is much livelier 
than I am. The water crew encourages me 
to give out another yell, but it is too 
late. I’m too weak to scream now. I’m 
just moaning again. Sam has put a little 
daylight on me and he’s running. I’m 
just shuffling. Goodbye Sam, have a 
good race.
I can run fast enough to see Lawson Noyes 
still up ahead. He is having difficulty 
now, but soon he will be on his gun lap.
Damn it, Lawson. You have to be out 
there in my field of vision reminding me 
that someone has four fewer miles to run 
than I do. I am actually able to move up 
and unlap myself for a few minutes, but 
then Lawson comes by again and he’s ripping. 
It’s his Gun Lap. A very special place.
I spend the next several minutes making my 
own plans for my Gun Lap. I’ll take off 
my L.L. Bean turtleneck jersey so I can 
show my club colors. Maybe I’ll put on 
some gloves and a hat, but otherwise I 
won’t worry about getting chilled. It’s 
too late to feel anything, anyway.
46 miles. Gun Lap. I stop at my car to 
take off the turtleneck jersey, and it 
sticks to my wrist. I forgot to take 
off my watch, and now it is stuck inside. 
Roll the jersey back on, take off the 
watch, rip off the jersey. On with the 
cap and gloves, and I am off. The timer 
says 6:27.
Time to say goodbye to all the landmarks
and the memories. 30-8, 10-3, M-7, 
long gone. The pine forest where I 
made a pitstop in the dim and dis-
tant past, and where I met Joan Benoit 
(not on the same lap, fortunately). 
Goodbye, ducks. No quacks in return. 
No barks from the German Shepherd, 
either; I guess you've had a long 
day, yelping at runners since about 
8:00 this morning. The people at 
the far waterstation don't ask me 
to scream now; they know I don't 
need it. The mashed dungpile is 
cold and hard, but I pass around it 
with care. The last hill, and I 
enter the woods. When I come out, I 
will be OUT OF THE WOODS. I find 
that quite amusing. My sense of 
humor is obviously very subtle.
I hear footsteps again. At least 
it's not anyone lapping me now, 
unless crazy Lawson is doing a 
victory lap. No, these are two 
spiffy-looking Boston area runners.
One is wearing a Greater Boston 
Track Club shirt and Nike Bermuda 
racing shoes. I thought only guys 
like Flanders and Bickford had those. 
What were these guys doing behind me 
all this time? I feel better about 
my performance.
At last; the opening in the woods, 
the field, the line of cars, and the 
finish line! The Boston runners are 
moving ahead, but I do not begrudge 
them. The Popeye shirt is all that 
matters, and I have earned it.
7 hours, 3 minutes and 34 seconds 
after it all began, I pass the letter 
"F" for the thirteenth and last time.
Nobody had to tell me what that meant. 'The Deacon'
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The Eastern Maine Indoor 
Track league staged a short 
hut exciting season this year.
In the very first meet 
five new EMIT! records were 
established. Sonny Leclair 
of Orono heaved the shot 51’
3i”; Martin of the Old Town 
Indians triple jumped 43’3”, 
but the big story was in the 
girls’ meet.
Sue Childers of Hampden 
won the long jump with a leap 
of 14’8” and set records in 
the low hurdles (9.1) and the 
shot put (34’ 5tt ”).
Then came the mile!
The coach from Mil asked 
that three watches be kept on 
first place in case a record 
were set. Sure enough, Cindy 
Carey set a new EMIT! record 
in 5:22.3. Her record stood 
for a little more than five 
minutes as Old Town’s Alecta 
Rhoades eclipsed this mark 
with a new standard of 5:13.1. 
In subsequent weeks the lean 
lass has improved this mark 
to 5:11.
Brewer has had an undefeat-
ed season in boys action while 
the deep Mil girls squad can 
boast an unblemished mark as 
well.
Brian White of Ellsworth 
had an outstanding season and 
was named best male performer 
in the EMIT! championship.
BOl ■Hit
I
ALECTA RHOADES
The Lawrence High Bulldogs 
dominated action at the Hinck-
ley School in the Central Maine 
Indoor Track League. Led by 
loug Hill, Bob Steves, Steve 
Mason, Kevin Huber, and Mike 
MCLaughlin Lawrence posted an
undefeated season. Coach lave 
Martin’s team also made a good 
showing at the lartmouth College 
relays.
In girls competition Water-
ville and Mt. Ararat swapped 
laurels.
(C(Batsra,H k^ana® Dadooff1 Traelk
STATE CLASS B INDOOR TRACK MEET
Lawrence High School's 
hoys and Mt. Desert Island's 
girls won the state Class B 
championships this year.
Three records fell dur-
ing the hoys’ meets the 
600, the 1000, and the 
pole vault,
In the 600, Bob Steeves 
of Lawrence ran a 1:15.
His teammate, Doug Hill, 
recorded a 2:18.8 in the 
1000 while Tom Rowe of 
Orono established a new 
meet record of 12 feet 
10| inches in the pole 
vault.
Three records were also 
established in the girls' 
meet.
Jamie Dunn of Ellsworth 
set the standard in the 
2 mile with an 11:55.7 
mark. The MDI relay team 
ran a blistering 1:55.1.
Kelly Short, Wendy McEnroe, 
Rachel Vose and Cathy 
O'Connell make up the 
record setting quartet. 
Finally, Barbara Lukacs 
heaved the shot 39' 8 
and 3/4 inches.
60 Dash - 1.Williams (Mt Ar);
2. Burrill (Bucks); 3. Jordan 
(JB); 4. Perkins (wells); 5. 
Sivik (Oro); 6. Moen (Law) 
T-6.6.
60 High Hurdles - 1. Chick 
(Wells); 2. Cowen (MtAr); 3. 
Schaffer (Ells); 4. McLaughlin 
(Law); 5- Kettell (Bucks); 6. 
Moen (Law); T-7.8
Mile - 1. White (Ells); 2. 
Ridley (Carrabec); 3. Hill 
(Law); 4. England (Bucks);
5. Payson (Fal); 6. Dunlap 
(0r0); T-4:20.6
600 - 1. Steeves (Law); 2. 
Huber (Law); 3. Graney (Mt 
Ar); 4. Clark (Wins); 5.
Hooper (Oro); 6. Ingalls 
(MtAr); T-l:15 
1000 - 1. Hill (Law); 2. 
England (Bucks); 3. Vadas 
(Oro); 4. Kenny (JB); 5.
Bard (Wins); 6. Clifford 
(Mt Ar); T-B:18.8.
300 - 1. Williams (MtAr);
2. Huber (Law); 3. Kettell 
(Bucks); 4. Perkins (Wells);
5. Jordan (JB); 6. El-Hajj 
(Hamp); T- 33.9.
2 Mile - 1. Goodberlet 
(Buckfield); 2. C. Peddie 
(Hall Dale); 3. White (Ells);
4. Kenny (JB); 5. Toulouse
(Wins); 6. Small (Wind);
T- 9:31.5.
880 Relay - 1. Mt. Ararat;
2. Ellsworth; 3. winslow;
T- 1:37.9.
Shot Put - 1. Mason (Law);
2. LeClair (Oro); 3. Whitney 
(Winth); 4. Dow (MDI)jjS.
Viles (MtAr); 6. Turner (Mar- 
anacook); D-53'l/8"
Long Jump - 1. Burrill (Bucks);
2. Peters (JB); 3. Schaffer 
(Ells); 4. King (Oro); 5.
Savasuk (Bucks); 6. Neleski 
(Ells); D-19’ 11 1/2"
Pole Vault - 1. Rowe (Oro);
2. (tie) Dostie (Law) and 
Moen (Law); 4. Chase (Ells);
5. Seekins (Bucks); 6. (tie) 
Bridges (Oro) and Merchant 
MDI; H-12’ 10 l/2"
High Jump - 1. Cowan (MtAr);
2. McLaughlin (Law); 3. Mason 
(Law); 4. Smith (Oro); 5.
Guay (Wind); 6. Williams (Mt 
Ar); H-6' 4 ".
Girls Meet
60 Low Hurdles - 1. LeClair
(MtAr); 2. Childers (Hamp);
3. McRea (MDI); 4. Tracy (MDI); 
5. Palmer (Law); 6. Cochran 
(Winth); T-912.
60 - 1. Clifford (MtAr); 2.
Smith (MDI); 3. Duff (KB);
4. Haggerty (Law); 5. Cox 
(Bel); 6. Santos (Oro); T-7.5
Mile - 1. Dunn (Ells); 2.
Rand (JB); 3- Bilancia 
(MDI); 4. Margaret Clapper 
(Bucks); 5. Getchell (Law);
6. Wood (MDI); T- 5:25.7.
600 - 1. Carey (MDI); 2.
Rand (Oro); 3. McCormick 
(Oro); 4. Morin (Mt Ar);
5. Day (Oro); 6. Blake 
(Mdl); T-l:33.
1000 - 1. Perkins (KB);
2. Paquet (Wins); 3. Mary 
Clapper (Bucks); 4. Mar-
garet Clapper (Bucks);
5. Humphrey (MDI); 6.
Rand (Oro); T- 2:48.4.
300 - 1. Clifford (Mt 
Ar); 2. Smith (MDI); 3.
McEnroe (MDI); O'Con-
nell (MDI); 5. Gurney (WinsQ,
6. Doughty (Oro); T-39.6.
2 Mile - 1. Dunn (Ells);
2. Getchell (Law); 3. Carey 
(MDI); 4. Mary Clapper (Busks);
5. Bilancia (MDI); 6. Gray (KB); 
T- 11:55.7.
880 Relay - 1. MDI; 2. Ken-
nebunk; 3. Lawrence; T- 1:55.1.
Shot Put - 1. Lukacs (Bel);
2. Childers (Hamp); 3. Targett 
(MtAfer); 4. Blake (MDI); 5. 
Beaulieu (Law); 6. K.
Borodkp (Oro); D- 39* 8 3/^"
Long Jump - 1. Morin (MtAr);
2. Childers (Hamp); 3. Cochran 
(Winth); . Day (Oro); 5.
Haggerty (Law); 6. Denning 
(Bucks); 15' 11 1/2".
High Jump - 1. Bouchard (Law);
2. Clark (Wind); 3. McCrae (MDI);
4. Soule (Oro); 5. McEnroe (MDI);
6. Porter (Hamp); H-4’ 10".
STATE CLASS A
Brian Pettingill and Joe Joyce 
led Cheverus to its first Class 
A state championship as the 
girls from Waterville captured 
the first ever Class A meet.
Pettingill set a meet record 
in the 1000 with a time of 
2:17.8 in the win.
Alecta Rhoads of Old Town 
had double victories in the 
mile (5:14.5) and 2 mile 
(11:44.8)
BOYS
60 - 1. Joyce (Chev); 2. McLellan
(?); 3. Lord (#idd); 4. Turner (?);
5. Elkin (Br); T-6.6.
300 - Joyce (Chev); 2. Condon (Br);
3. Turner (Bruns); 4. Elkin (Br);
5. Kilbride (Deer); T- 33.0
600 - 1. Condon (Br); 2. Bonner
(West); 3. Marsters (Br); 4. Swift
(S.Port); 5. Trueworhhy (S. Port); 
T-l : 16 2
1000 - 1. Pettingill (Chev); 2.
Legere (S.Port); 3- Peterson (West);
4. Esposito (Port); 5. LaRose 
(S.Port); T- 2 :17.8.
Mile - 1. Pettingill (Chev); 2.
Rand (Br); 3. Simensky (Bidd);
4. Holyoke (Br); 5. Searway (Chev)
T - 4 :25.3.
2-Mile - 1. Rand (Br); 2.
Holyoke (Br); 3» Mills (Br);
4. Espositi (Port); 5. Legere 
(S. Port); T- 9^5-5.
60 Low Huddles - 1. Lyons (S.
Port); 2. Hickey (Bidd); 3.
Laughlin (Port); 4. Malia (Chev);
5. Amoroso (S.Port); T-8.1.
Shot Put - 1. Salomone (Chev);
2. 3ogdanovich (Port); 3. Alex-
ander (3runs); 4. French (Bruns);
5. Wright (West); D-53' 3/^"
Long Jump - 1. Wallace (Chev);
2. Bogdanovich (Port); 3. Martin 
(CT); 4. England (Chev); 5.
Concon (3r); D 21*4"
High Jump - Punsky (Deer); 2.
Oliver (S.Port), 3. Ingram (Port);
4. Manter (GT); 5. Wallace (Chev); 
H-0'4"
880 Relay - 
Portland; T-
1. Portland; 2. S.
1:38.4.
GIRLS
60 - 1. Brady (Port); 2. Samuel 
(West); 3. Labbe (W); 4. Demarais 
(Bidd); 5. Buchanan (GT) T-7.4 
300 - 1. Mathieu (Wtvl); 2. Des- 
marais (SP); 3. Martin (SP); 4. 
Dineen (Gard); 5. Chappelle (CT); 
T-39.0
600 - 1. Dineen (Gard); 2. Martin
(SP); 3. Prapeau (Bidd); 4. Beal 
(Br); 5* French (Bruns); T-l:32 
1000 - 1. Peters (Skow); 2. La- 
Liberty (Wtvl); 3. DiBiase (SP);
4. Gurney (West); 5- Adams (3r); 
T-2 :53./+.
Mile - 1. Rhoads (GT); 2. Bur-
rill (West); 3. DiBiase (SP); 4. 
Cyr (Br); 5. Adams (Br); T-5:l4.5
2-Mile - 1. Rhoads (GT); 2. Bur-
rill (West); 3. Cyr (Br); 4.
Lawlor (3r)i 5- Loiselle
(Br); T - 11:44.8.
60 Low Hurdles - 1. Roy
(Wtvl); 2. Chappelle (OT);
3. Bulmer (Skow); 4. Bailey
(Wtvl); 5. Brady (Br);
T - 8.6
Shot Put - 4. Labbe (Wtvl);
2. Hoden (Skow); 3• Humphrey
(OT); 4. Pallas (Deer); 5.
French (Bruns); D- 34’35"
Long Jump - 1. Martin (SP);
2. Labbe (Wtvl); D-l6’2V'
High Jump - 1. Bulmer (Skos);
2. Chappelle (OT); 3• Revellp
(Br); 4. Nagem (Wtvl); 5.
Shurman (Skow); H-5’ 0"
880 Relay - 1. Waterville;
2. Skowhegan; T- 1:52.4.
SECOND WIND
Carlton Mendell won the 50 and over age group at the Dec.2,1979 
Cape Cod Marathon. In his seventh marathon of 
1979, Carlton ran 3:05:27.
Andrea Hatch won the Women's Division of the Cape Cod Marathon 
in a time of 3:11:19
Joan Benoit of Cape Elizabeth again lowered her American Record 
for the marathon by turning a 2:31:23 while 
in New Zealand. This is the second fastest 
women’s marathon ever run.
Rock Green of "Good Sports" in Brunswick found just what he was look-
ing for on a trip to the Mardi Gras Marathon in 
New Orleans, an extremely fast time....Rock 
cruised across in a new P.R..of 2:26:05 !
Bermuda Marathon times ; Steve Rainsford 3:37:50 ; Roger
Dutton 3:35:08 ; Doug Moreshead 3:28:05and 
Deke Talbot 2:50:52 .
Harold Hatch has attacked the Masters runners of New England, 
he won the Masters N.E.A.A.U. Cross Country 
Championship, and the Masters indoor mile 
at the N.E.A.A.U. Meet. We don't have Harold's 
time for the 10K cross country race, but his 
mile time was 4:38:07 on the Harvard track.
Get a Kick Out of Running
fun
IN THE
FAST LANE!
By Doug Irons
"Nobody has more fun than Bruce."
To those of us who only see Bruce 
Freme's front side in those serious 
photo's in the sports pages, and only 
hear of his 100 miles per week train-
ing, this sounds crazy. But that’s the 
way Maine’s Male Runner of the Year for 
1979 sees himself.
"If it wasn't fun, I wouldn't do 
it", Bruce said during a recent inter-
view. "I never run at a pace where I 
can't talk. There is enough time to 
be nervous when you go to the races. I 
don't think I really get nervous until 
I'm right there. We never talk about 
races or running when we are training."
"I have a lot of fun. You're go-
ing to have fun or you're not going to
run. training, I like the
racing, and I like racing fast."
Racing fast...that's something 
Bruce Freme likes very well indeed. En 
route to capturing the Runner of the 
Year award, Bruce won, among other 
races, the Bar Harbor 13.0 Miler, the 
Bangor Air National Guard 10 K, and the 
Bangor Blue Ox Co-Op 5 Mile, all in 
course record times. Bruce also fin-
ished second to Runner's World's Amby 
Burfoot, in a very fast Camden 10,000 
Meters, and Vermont's Peter Weith at 
the hot Bangor Labor Day 5 Mile Road 
Race. In Portland's Casco Bay Marathon, 
Bruce finished fourth in 2:27:33.
Venturing out of Maine, Bruce 
challenged Bill Rodgers, Craig Virgin 
and company at the Perrier-Falmouth 
Road Race. Placing 52nd, he recorded 
a 37:03 for the 7.2 mile course.
"There's no question it was my best 
race of the year," noted Bruce. "But 
it's a different world out there."
In the world that is Maine run-
ning though, Bruce Freme earned the 
title of the best for 1979. How does 
he wear that crown? Has it enlarged 
his curly head to rest properly? Appar-
ently not - Bruce is taking it well in 
stride.
"I get quite a kick out of it.
Here I am, Maine's Male Runner of the 
Year, and Joan Benoit is the Woman 
Runner of the Year. She is one of the 
best in the world."
At this point, casual, funny Bruce 
Freme quietly indicated more than a 
little admiration for Cape Elizabeth's 
Boston Marathon winner. "She's a tough 
runner. If I could be as tough as she 
is....She is mentally very strong. I'd 
like to race all the time with that kind 
of intensity. The girl's amazing. She 
is great for Maine road racing.
On his own selection as Maine Run-
ner, Bruce expressed surprise. "Never 
in my wildest dreams did I think I would 
get enough points to win that. I missed 
a lot of races in the spinn
a lot of races in the spring ( Bruce had 
mononucleosis in January and February ), 
but one thing about the point system : the 
year is long,and you’ve got to run a lot 
of races to do well.”
Freme moved up as the early season 
leaders cooled off when the weather warmed. 
But when all the points for 1979 were in, 
it was Freme on top of the Maine running 
scene.
Bruce began his journey to that world 
as a junior in high school in Caribou.
” I saw Sam Hamilton, the kid across the 
street, running, and I figured I could 
beat him, and he was on the team,so I 
went out.” In his first season on the 
cross-country team, Bruce finished as 
fifth man, running 52nd in the State meet, 
then turned a 9:56 two mile during the 
spring track season.
It was in his senior year that Bruce 
Freme became a name to be watched out for. 
He moved from fifth man to first man on 
Caribou’s varsity, and from 52nd to 3rd 
in the State meet, behind standouts Bruce 
Bickford and Harvey Barlow. Bickford, 
perhaps the most talented runner yet to 
come out of the state of Maine, is now 
road racing against the likes of Shorter 
and Rodgers ; while Barlow later qual-
ified for the National Championships in 
the N.C.C.A.’s all four years at college.
In the state indoor track meet,
Bruce placed second in 10:14, leading his 
Caribou team to a first place finish. It 
was his only indoor meet of the year :
” We were all on the ski team, and just 
ran in the state meet, but we still won,” 
Bruce noted.
Finally in the outdoor track two mile 
finals, Bruce Freme captured his first 
individual state crown, running 9:50.
During his high school career, Bruce 
was coached by Conrad Walton, and he points 
to him as one of the keys to his long term 
success. ” Iwas well coached in high school 
Bruce says."His philosophy is that your 
training should be consistent, week in, 
and week out. A lot of people vary their 
mileage. You can get in a lot of miles 
that way in a week,but it’s not doing 
much good. The most important thing is to 
be consistent in your training.”
On arriving at Bowdoin College 
however, Bruce neglected this pattern, 
trying to jump his weekly mileage up 
in a short period of time. The result 
was a series of nagging injuries.
” I was hurt a lot the first two 
years at Bowdoin,” Bruce said. ’’Like 
most runners in college, Itried to do 
to much, too fast. I had fatigue 
injuries: sore knees, sore hip, my 
feet hurt, I’d sprain an ankle. I’d 
race well for a while, then I’d get in-
jured again.”
In his sophomore year , Bruce 
turned back to what had worked for him 
in the past : he asked Walton to coach 
him again. ” He built up my mileage, 
but slowly. I started doing doubles, 
and progressed slowly.”
Apparently it worked, for in his 
junior year Freme earned All-State and 
All-New England Small College honors.
As a senior, he did even better, re-
peating as All-State and All New Eng-
land, and adding All-East laurels for 
placing in the I.C.4 A’s Cross-Coun-
try Championships. At the Division III 
nationals however, Bruce was done in 
by the weather.
" It was snowing and I didn’t 
bring my spikes,” he said. ” We tried 
out the course, and didn’t think that 
it would be that slippery. Paul 
Oparowski of Bates College, loaned his 
spikes to someone else. We realized our 
mistake as we went sliding after only 
a couple of hundred yards. Paul had never 
been beaten by the guy he loaned his 
spikes to, but this day we were a full 
minute behind him.”
On the track Bruce progressed well, 
recording school marks at the two mile 
indoors of 9:14 and outdoors turned a 
14:21 for three miles. He clocked a 
4:14 for the mile, but dismisses the 
distance as too short for me. ” Two 
miles to ten kilometers is my best 
racing distance.” Bruce’s time for the 
three mile dropped to 14:13 the summer 
after graduation, and he doesn’t feel 
that that is the end of his progress.
” I could do a lot better now,” 
he observed. ” I like running track,
especially indoors. But I also like cross-
country and road racing. I don't really 
like racing marathons. They say you've 
got to get the marathon experience, but 
I think that's just learning what you'll 
feel like at 20 miles.”
Marathons..... to the average run-
ner, completing a marathon is a kind of 
pinnacle, a certificate showing that a 
worthy goal has been reached. In Bruce's 
first marathon, the 1978 Casco Bay race, 
he placed second to Kurt Launenstein in 
2:27:12.
" In my first marathon,I ran to finish," 
Bruce explained. " Now I look at it as a 
race, not a race to survive. It's like a 
10 K race, you've got to run the first 5 
fast enough to be in a position to win and 
record a fast time. If you push to hard 
in a 10 K , it's not that bad, but you 
can't make mistakes in a marathon."
Bruce's own experience at the1979 
Casco Bay Marathon shows some of the 
truth in this statement. Although he ran 
2:27:33, he placed only fourth, and was 
not satisfied with his performance. " I 
went out to run a 2:22 at Casco," he 
said. " I've got to run 1:19 to 1:11 for 
the first half to do that ( he ran 1:11:20)
I don't want to run slow, then wait until 
I feel good to go fast. It's a race you've 
got to put yourself in a position to win. 
That's the only way I know to race ."
Though keeping close to his goal pace, 
Bruce ran in fourth place for much of the 
race. " I figured those guys out front 
would come back to me. I didn’t think that 
they could hold that pace, but I wasn't 
either." With a shrug he added, "It's a 
hard course and I just ran out of gas.
Chalk that one up to experience."
How fast can Bruce PReme run once he 
has that experience? " I’d like to run a 
2:22 or 2:23, but Idon't like to make 
predictions," Bruce said. "I'd like to run 
a marathon that I can be personally satis-
fied with. If you get done with a race, 
and you say, I gave it everything I had, 
you'll be in the race or very close."
When Bruce FReme can say he gave it 
all he had, he'll be in it, even if it's 
in that "other world".
at the Races
THE MAX 10 MILE RUN
S.M.V.T.I. Portland (Feb.14,1980)
Gelinas Thru Rain and Snow 
Maine Track Club’s Dean"Selinas 
raced past the first mile mark 
in 5:12,and never looked back to 
capture The Max 10 mile. It was 
an easy victory in 58:15,well off 
Bob Winn’s course mark of 54:01.
1. Dean Gelinas 58:19; 2. Jim 
Babb 59:02; 5. Paul Fagan 60:25
4. Mark Beede 60:57; 5. Mike 
Towle 61:55
Women: 1.Barbara Coughlin 76:01;
2. Joyce Cook 98:10
40-49: 1. Bob Coughlin 62:58 
50-59: 1. Carlton Mendell 70:08 
___________results Brian Gillespie
Race directors!
We need short blurbs on your 
race such as the one above. If 
we could get some black & white 
photos we could use them too.
MAINE RUNNING SURVEY
What are the best races in Maine? What criteria can a 
racer use in judging the virtues of a particular race? Should 
we be more concerned with fringe benefits or safety?
In this, the first issue of Maine Running, we offer an 
opportunity for the reader to voice his opinion. What races 
have you enjoyed the most? Do you like the ones with big fields, 
big names, and big prizesj or the small, low key race in a rural 
surrounding?
This is your chance to be heard. The results of this survey 
may help you select the races you choose to run this year.
Write down the names of the ten races you liked most in Maine 
last year and mail the survey to:
Maine Running Survey 
25 Hammond St.
Bangor, Maine 04401
1._________________ _ _______________________  _
2.
3. _________________________________ _ _ _ _
4. ____________________________________________
5. _ ___________________________________________
6. ____________________________________________
7. __________________________________ _
8.
9.__ _________ _________________________________
10.________ __  _ _______________________________
Name_________________________________________
Address__________ _______________________________
If you prefer, fome into Phidippides in Bangor and drop your 
survey off in person.
VILLAGE CAFE 10,000 METERS 
S.M.V.T.I. S. PORTLAND JAN. 6, 1980
1. Bob Winn 31:44
2. Dan Barker 32:35
3. O.J. Logue 32:54
4. Scott Whitney 34:03
5. Larry Greer 34:07
6. Dave Loranger 34:55
7. Charles Pfeiffer 35:22
8. Paul Fagan 35:24
9. Jim Babb 35:37
10. Bob Cole 35:39
11. Chris Goodale
12. Malcolm Lackey
13. Deane Gelinas
14. Sean Keough
15. A1 Weiner
16. Guy Furbush
17. Bob Coughlin
18. Scott Hugo
19. Mike Belline
20. Rick Stewart
21. Scott Mannette
22. Sam Sleeper
23. Wayne Larochelle
24. Kyle Rankin
25. Phil Soule
26. Dave Smith
27. Mike Acker
28. Les Berry
29. Marty Cardoza
30. Tom Wells
31. Russ Conners
32. Jordan Dester
33. Arnold Frechette
34. Don Provost
35. Herb Strom
36. Barry Howgate
37. Brad Goodale
38. Lloyd Slocum
39. Jeff Marshall
40. Shawn Kuprewicz
41. Dave Foss
42. Jeff Smith
43. Dan Rankin
44. Leo Juneau
45. Dave Weatherbee
46. Wally McDonald
47. George Wells
48. Frank Morong
49. Carlton Mendel1
50. Mike Molodozon
51. Bob Provost
52. Dave Silverbrand
53. Ray Cooper
54. Grace Amaroso
55. Dennis Fortin
56. Todd Stigman
57. Dick Sabine
58. Dave Dyer
59. Geline Mainville
60. Virginia Conners
61. Patty Thayer
62. Bill Elgee
63. Tom Stone
64. Jim Paige
65. Dave Plimpton
66. Peter Hand
67. Ron Gaskell
68. Dave Body
69. Barb Coughlin
70. Paul Reali
71. A.M. Houghton
72. Nancy Altenburg
73. John Reali
74. Richard Roy
75. Maggie Beaulieu 39. Kate Brady 37:15
76. John Darling 40. Dorothy Stockard 38:12
77. Jane Dolley 41. Ellen Craig 38:25
78. Brian LaSalle 42. Shirley Damren 46:15
79. Dave Manthoine
80. Howard Jackson
81. Cush Haywood
82. Kim LaFlamme BROOKS INSURANCE AGENCY 10 MILE RUN
83. Bruce Hamlin
JAN.20,1980 S.M.V.T.I. S . PORTLAND
84. Joyce Cook
1. Bob Winn 54:01
'2. Dr. Bob Sholl 54:34
3. Larry Greer 54:53
C.M.S. 1ST ANNUAL JANUARY THAW 4. Rock Green 55:07
4.5 MILE ROAD RACE 5. Ralph Thomas 55:31
WATERVILLE,JANUARY 13, 1980 6. O.J. Logue 56:10
7. Danny Paul 57:16
8. Jim Babb 60:42
9. Dave Loranger 60:48
1. Fred Judkins 23:35 10. Paul Gagon 61:08
2. Dave Roberts 24:31 11. Grody Coyote J! 61:42
3. Lloyd Ferris 24:39 12. Bob Smyth 61:59
4. Gary Quimby 25:07 13. SamSleeper 62:03
5. Dave Oakes 25:25 14. Harvey Rohde 62:06
6. Glen Joseph 25:28 15. Bob Cole 62:33
7. Warren Dean 26:07 16. Marty Callahan 62:49
8. Paul Veilleux 26:17 17. Bob Coughlin 63:10
9. Dick MacDonald 26:21 18. Warren Dean 63:12
10. Dean Rasmussen 26:23 19. Dave Foss 63:23
11. Mike Hanley 26:49 20. Micky Lackey 63:35
12. Doug Ledewig 26:51 21. Arnold Amoroso 63:43
13. Peter Lessard 26:58 22. Dick McFaul 64:06
14. Gary Chretien 27:54 23. Tom Atwood 64:16
15. Art Warren 27:57 24. Lawson Noyes 64:20
16. Fred Wheeler 28:06 25. Dave Delois 64:25
17. Kevin White 28:35 26; Joe Bean 64:38
18. Jon Wescott 28:50 27. Dale Dorr 64:40
19. Robert Jolicour 29:34 28. Barry Howgate 64:46
20. Vernard Lewis 29:42 29: Les Berry 64:48
21. Peter Davis 29:49 30. Don Provost 65:08
22. Timothy Dean 29:59 31. John Beatty 65:22
23. Don Brewer 30:02 32. Ed Hollidge 65:26
24. Bruce Bell 30:14 33. Kent MacDonald 65:40
25. Kevin Bums 30:53 34. Russ Connors 66:57
26. Mike Szela 30:55 35. Kim Beaulieu 67:00
27. Hyla Tracy 31:00 36. E. Downing 67:38
28. Cliff Fletcher 31:45 37. Herb Strom 67:56
29. Alan Sherman 32:23 38. Dave Smith 68:05
30. Cassandra Cobb 32:23 39. Bill Leschey 68:12
31: Andy Abrams 32:47 40. Mark Knocks 68:30
32. Paul Damren 33:05 41. Richard Marino 68:56
33. Donald Abrams 34:23 42. Carlton Mendel1 69:05
34. Gary Barrett 34:23 43. Grace Amoroso 69:40
35. Karen McCann 35:07 44. Wally MacDonald 70:32
36. Dennis Hayes 35:09 45. Frank Morong 70:34
37. Bill Thornton 35:28 46. Merle Hartford 70:35
38. John Damren 36:05 47. Tom Wells 70:52
37:15
48. Jeff Marshall 70:58
49. Brian Daly 71:06
50. Fred Deppe 71:06
51. Steve Woodson 71:27
52. Fred Hegenmister 71:31
53. Lee Juneau 71:33
54. Dennis Fortin 71:45
55. George Linnie 71:52
56. Orlando DeLogo 72:42
57. Lloyd Cook 73:02
58. Arnie Clark 73:10
59. Dick Sabine 73:12
60. Ron Gaskell 75:46
61. Cush Anthony 75:54
62. Jim Moore 76:17
63. Barb Coughlin 78:28
64. Richard Roy 79:18
65. Cush Hayward 88:06
66. Charles Scribner 1:50:41
RONALD'S HAIR FASHIONS
5 MILE ROAD RACE
FEB. 3,1980
1. John Keller 25:05
2. Gene Coffin 25:17
3. Dan Barker 25:40
4. Larry Greer 25:47
5. Ken Botting 26:30
6. Lawson Noyes 28:17
7. Jim Babb 28:26
8. Harris Hardy 28:29
9. Mark Hoffmaster 28:32
10. Bob Cole 28:42
11. Harvey Rhode 28:49
12. Arnold Amoroso 29:11
13. Wayne Larochelle 29:20
14. John Atwood 29:38
15. Don Provost 29:45
16. Barry Howgate 29:53
17. Russ Connors 30:07
18. Steve Woodsum 30:12
19. Bill Leschey 30:18
20. Jocam Dester 30:20
21. Dave Smith 30:24
22. Arnold Frechette 30:30
23. Dave Foss 30:45
24. Mark Maximus 30:49
25. Bob Ingerowski 30:51
26. Kim Beaulieu 31:03
27. Arnie Clark 3 : 13
28. Henry Wolstat 31:29
29. Peter Flaherty 31:33
30. Ken Howe 31:34
31. Grace Amoroso 31:55
32. Virginia Connors 32:19
33. Merle Hartford 32:27
34. Martin Donlon 32:32
35. BobUndall 32:36
36. Brian Flanders 32:55
37. Dave Dyer 32:56
38. Frank Morong 33:11
39. Tom Wells 33:35
40. Jim Moore 33:49
41. Bill Elgee 33:52
42. George Wells 33:57
43. Doug Bailey 34:19
44. John Kelly 34:38
45. John Reali 34:44
46. Jim Chase 35:06
47. Will Leschey 35:43
48. Jeff Foley 35:46
49. Dave Manthoine 35:50
50. Amory Houghton 36:01
51. Pete Hand 36:02
52. Sheila Colby 36:47
53. Adele Hutchins 37:03
54. ray Foley 37:05
55. Gretel Cyr 37:25
56. Russ Kelly 37:45
57. Ray Hruby 37:49
58. Mary Riddle 38:18
59. A1 Butler 38:34
60. Julie McFarland 38:45
61. Joe Baggs 38:51
62. Chris Clothier 39:54
63. Marion Leschey 41:35
64. Mark Douglas 42:48
65. Cush Haywood 42:54
66. Bruce Hamlin 43:41
67. Ted Cunningham 45:07
68. Joyce Cook 45:19
69. Jaylene Summers 48:45
DUNPEY'S EARLY BIRD 4.6 MILE ROAD RACE 
SHERATON INN-MAINE MALL
FEB.18 , 1980
1. Larry Greer 24:31
2. Jesse Leeman 26:02
3. Jim Babb 26:27
4. Paul Small 26:50
5. Bryan Bettney 27:03
6. John Beatty 27:06
7. Mark Hoffraaster 27:10
8. Jon Rogers 27:19
9. Steve Jordan 27:26
10. Jim Kein 27:59
11. Don Provost 28:08
12. Tom Peterson 28:10
13. Bob Provost 28:25
14. Peter Lawrason 28:40
15. Arnie Clark 28:47
16. Steve Woodsum 28:53
17. Jim Dunn 28:55
18. Arnold Frechette 29:06
19. Wilson 29:13
20. Peter Bastow 29:14
21. Roger Zimmerman 29:15
22. Kim Beauleiu 29:21
23. Mark 0’Flynn 29:24
24. Len Sanborn 29:25
25. Henry Wolstat 29:33
26. Paul Conley 29:38
27. Mike Gendron 29:42
28. Merle Hartford 29:43
29. Brent Smith 29:45
30. Martin Donlon 29:48
31. Finn Kelly 29:51
32. Virginia Connors 29:52
33. Bob Marchand 29:53
34. Dave Silverbrand 30:04
35. Jeff Marshall 30:09
36. Erich Reed 30:10
37. Vin Aceto 30:10
38. Greg Goodspeed 30:14
39. Dave Whiting 30:23
40. Tom Allen 30:24
41. Don Wilson 30:38
42. Jay Richardson 30:39
43. Scott Babb 30:40
44. Robert Jolicoeur 30:44
45. Dave Moody 30:48
46. Frank Morong 30:51
47. Tom Swan 30:53
48. Bob Sturges 30:59
49. Dave Dyer 31:02
50. Gerry Hyatt 31:09
51. George Wells ■ 1; 1(
52. ( unknown ) 31:12
53. Bill Sylvester 31:16
54. Bill Elgee 31:18
55. FrankMarston 31:20
56. George Linnie 31:33
57. Bill Scaplen 31:46
58. Lee Allen 31:48
59. Paul Quattropani 31:50
60. Dick Sabine 31:54
61. Larry Barker 31:57
62. Ron Paquette 32:02
63. John Kelly 32:12
64. Mike Arsenault 32:18
65. Doug Daggett 32:22
66. John Body 32:23
67. Larry Dyer 32:26
68. Ray Cooper 32:28
69. Hyla Tracy 32:34
70. Steve Walsh 32:38
71. Richard Sullivan 32:40
72. Gary Gander 32:40
73. Lester Everett 32:48
74. Robert Littlefield 32:50
75. Mike Murphy 32:56
76. Roger Pike 32:56
77. Dennis Walsh 32:56
78. Chris Kein 33:01
79. ( unknown ) 33:23
80. G . Gerry 33:25
81. Dennis 33:29
82. ( unknown ) 33:29
83. Don Berthiaume 33:29
84. Bruce Doughty 33:39
85. Jim DiBiase 33:39
86. Gerard Labbe 33:51
87. David Body 33:58
88. A.M. Houghton 34:02
89. Mary Tanck 34:03
90. Andrew Rosen 34:18
91. Ken Rosen 34:18
92. Don Hamal 34:22
93. Debbie Knudsen 34:24
94. Denton Bremgardner 34:26
95. John Gorden 34:27
96. Roland Morin 34:28
97. Leif Neilson 34:29
98.Barbara Hamaluk 34:36
99. Kermit Perry 34:44
100. Alex Wasilewski 34:46
101. Jeff Foley 34:47
102. A1 Butler 34:48
103. Adele Hutchins 34:49
104. Peter Hand 34:54
105. Kelly Hoskins 35:01
106. Mary Seenchal 35:26
107. Dave Goodwin 35:29
108. Sue Shedd 35:31
109. Scott Ferland 35:32
110. Dan Sullivan 35:40
111. Stodard Chaplain 35:50
112. Jean Connors 35:51
113. Rick Kadec 35:58
114. Julie Millard 36:09
115. William Fox 36:15
116.
117.
118.
119.
120.
121.
122.
123.
124.
125.
126.
127.
128.
129.
130.
131.
132.
133.
134.
135.
136.
137.
138.
139.
140.
141.
142.
143.
144.
145.
146.
147.
148.
149.
150.
151.
152.
153.
154.
155.
156.
157.
158.
159.
160.
161.
Dave Langley 36:21 "The Max" 10 Mile Run
Don Logan 36:30 Portland, FEB. 14 , 1980
Jean Smith 36:32
Carozy Bowers 36:40
(unknown ) 36:52
Gordon Halloway 37:05 1. Deane Gelinas 58:19
Mitut Goodis 37:13 2. Jim Babb 59:02
Ed Sullivan 37:33 3. Paul Fagan 60:23
Dick Dudley 37:45 4. Mark Beede 60:37
E. Kievitt 37:48 5. Mike Towle 61:55
(unknown ) 37:50 6. Bob Coughlin 62:38
Fred Dobson 38:30 7. Dick McFaul 62:44
Mike Bailey 38:38 8. Darren Billings 63:02
Howard Jackson 38:47 9. Kyle Rankin 65:04
Widge Thomas 39:04 10. Sean Keough 65:15
Cush Haywood 39:06 11. Barry Howgate 65:45
Bill Davis 39:10 12. Brent Smith 67:28
Ellen Spring 39:13 13. Arnie Frechette 67:35
Don Hemphill 39:19 14. Russ Connors 67:39
Bruce Hamlin 39:30 15. Peter Bastow 68:07
Jeanne Berthiaume 39:35 16. Ken Houle 69:23
Roger Gobrel 39:36 17. Ken Rosen 69:48
Judy Elliott 39:38 18. Carlton Mendell 70:08
Joyce Cook 39:47 19. Peter Holloway 70:15
Lloyd Cook 39:47 20. Herb Strom 70:21
(unknown ) 39:58 21. Frank Morong 70:58
Herb Sandon 40:04 22. Orlando DeLough 72:52
Mike Gahn 40:09 23. Brian Flanders 73:15
Sheila Chaplin 40:10 24. Dick Sabine 73:49
( unknown ) 40:40 25. Ron Paquette 74:03
Liz Dunkerley 40:59 26. George Linnie 74:05
Natalie Murphey 41:03 27. George Nadeau 75:42
Cherie Dyer 41:21 28. Barbara Coughlin 76:01
Wendy Twitchell 41:24 29. Dan Rankin 76:02
Frank Kemna 41:26 30. Peter Hand 79:51
Randy Hibbard 43:49 31. Bob Perkins 80:21
Dan Eichorn 43:53 32. James Kein 80:26
Charlie Scribner 44:16 33. Robert Littlefield 81:02
Randy Paquette 44:25 34. Ray Hruby 84:05
Richard Marr 45:05 35. Arthur Baston 84:20
Red Genest 46:13 36. Doug Volk 86:16
Jaylene Sommers 47:57 37. Joyce Cook 98:10
Bruce Campbell 47:58 38. Lloyd Cook 98:10
Brad Hoskins 48:00
Shan McLaughlin 48:48
Anne Knox 48:48
Brian Gillespie , MTC
Maine Track Club
3 Grace Street - Portland, Maine 04103
- December 1, 1979 AWARDS BANQUET -
MALE RUNNER OF YEAR
FEMALE RUNNER OF YEAR
OUTSTANDING HIGH SCHOOL PARTICIPATION
SMOKER OF THE YEAR
END OF PACK AWARD
OUTSTANDING PARTICIPATION
FLAG WOMAN OF THE YEAR
FLAG MAN OF THE YEAR
BAND-AID OF THE YEAR
OUTSTANDING ACHIEVEMENT
TROPHY OF THE YEAR AWARD
HIGH SCHOOL RUNNER OF YEAR
MOST IMPROVED HIGH SCHOOL
JOHN FYALICA MEMORIAL AWARD
OUTSTANDING CONTRIBUTION
MOST IMPROVED OPEN
MOST IMPROVED 30 & OVER
MOST IMPROVED 40 & OVER
MOST IMPROVED 50 & OVER
MAINE TRACK CLUB AWARD
Gene Coffin
Kim Beaulieu
Jean Conners & Sue Hayes
Brian Flanders, Sr.
Charles Scribner
Marion Leschey & Steve Rainsford 
Sandy Brown 
Mike Acker
Robin McCarthy & John Keller
Pat Trombly, Mason Smith & Lloyd Cook
Wayne Larochelle
James Goodberlet & Angela Adams 
Guy Furbush & Roberta Holloway 
Danny Paul
Dave Paul
Dennis Smith & She!a Colby
Joe Bean & Barb Coughlin
Bob Coughlin, Red Dean & Joyce Cook
Herb Strom
Ralph Thomas
Maine Track Ciub is a non-profit organization
Maine Track Club
3 Grace Street - Portland, Maine 04103
- 1980 -
Membership Application
Our club is one year old with over 150 members. It is structured and organ-
ized for runners of all ages and levels of running ability. It is a working club 
where members upon joining are committing themselves to participation in club 
activities. In 1979 the club organized and co-sponsored 27 road races. Club 
members worked at these races to make them successful. Money raised from these 
races was spent on club members in many ways - as we are a non-profit organiza-
tion. The club policy for this year is for all new members to work at 3 races, 
before they receive their club clothing. Working at a race means helping in the 
many areas of work needed to have a well organized race. The finish chute, 
results, course spotters, are some of these jobs. A club newsletter is sent each 
month to inform you of upcoming races and other running information. A club meet-
ing is held every 6-8 weeks at the Public Safety Building in Portland. A $30.00 
membership fee covers the cost of a club racing uniform, sweat top and T-shirt.
It has been an enjoyable year for all members. The rate of improvement both 
in running and knowledge of running is a direct result of club organization and 
member participation. Our activities on a social level of organized practice runs, 
summer outing, a closed club race, and year end banquet, have allowed members to 
really get to know each other. If you have any questions please feel free to call 
me at 775-1416.
BRIAN T. GILLESPIE 
President
NAME____________________________________________AGE_____________ PHONE___________________
ADDRESS______________________________________ STATE______________________________________
UNIFORM
SHIRT SIZE _______
UNIFORM
PANT SIZE ______
SWEAT
TOP SIZE _____
T-SHIRT
SIZE
Please make check or money order 
for $30 payable to: MAINE TRACK CLUB
send  TO: David Paul
Maine Track Club is a non-profit organization
159 Glenwood Ave. 
Portland, Maine
